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Punishment Due 


~Disclaimer: | completely made this shit up. | don't know Dave Mustaine. I've never been to his house, and he 


never beat the shit out of me.~ 


| try to be quiet as | walk inside his house, but you can't really tip-toe in three inch heels, so with each step | 
take, there is a corresponding tap. 


"Take those fucking things off. What are you trying to do, get me killed?" he growls into my ear. 
For some reason, "Wake Up Dead" starts running through my head. | imagine his wife running down the stairs 
of his 200,000 square foot house; grabbing me by the hair and yanking me out onto their immaculately 


landscaped lawn where l'm sure, if she's anything like Dave, she would promptly kung-foo my ass. 


| grab a hold of his arm to steady myself as | crane my legs up, one at a time, to remove my sandals. I'm glad 


to do it. Those god-forsaken things were killing me and the feel of the cool tile beneath my feet is soothing. 


"We should have just gone back to the hotel. It wasn't that bad," | whisper to his left pec, forgetting that | am 


now three inches shorter. 


"Yeah, well, next time you come up here you're staying at the Hilton. This is the last time | let you make the 
fucking reservations." 


"So, where are we going?" | ask, eyes shifting from side to side. 


| don't want to be here. | have visions of his children coming down for a cookie, or a glass of milk, or a drink of 
water, and walking in on us, on the carpet, on the couch, on the kitchen table, or wherever it is that we are 
going to do our thing. Yeah, | feel guilty about this, but hey, he's Dave Mustaine. If someone's going to fuck 


him; it might as well be me. 

"We're going to the studio." 

"The studio, why?" 

"Because no one will hear you there.” 


| feel my cheeks pull back into a smile. Yeah, he's going to make me scream all right, just like he did in 
Memphis when he came down to "remix" the masters on "Killing is My Business". Yeah, business was good..real 
good. 


We slip into the darkness of his living room and | follow behind him onto carpet. | can't see a damn thing. Good 
thing he knows where he's going, and good thing | have a hold of his hand because it is pitch black. | can't even 
see my hand in front of my face. We make our way down a hall and to a set of stairs. Half-way down, | can 
see a light. It's a spotlight pointing down to an expensive piece of art at the foot of the stairs. Could be 
something like a Monet, maybe? 


We come up to a cherry wood door and | can tell it's heavy when he pushes it open. You can hear the suction 
on it, like the room is air locked for freshness. He clicks on a light and then | see the mixing board and an 
array of instruments on the other side of it. | spy a black leather couch against a cherry wood paneled wall 
and start making my way to it. 

"Where the fuck do you think you are going?" he grumbles, yanking me back by my elbow. 

"| just thought I'd sit down" 


"Ha, no. | think you better get over here and start taking care of me." 


| match him step for step as he moves backwards to the wall. When he stops, he immediately forces me down 
to my knees. 


Okay, normally, | would like to get warmed up before | start playing the pied piper, but who am | to tell him 
no? 


As | begin undoing his belt and unbuttoning his jeans, | feel his hand go into my hair, running his fingers 
through it. | splay his fly open and rake my nails over the skin of his stomach, tugging on the strawberry 
blonde hair trailing down from his navel. Gently | touch my tongue to the silken skin of his head poking out 
from the top of his black briefs. He starts to breathe heavily, hands cradling my head. 

| look up at him and all | can see is the V of his chin and the coppery-red hair falling in swirls down and 
around it. | move my lips over the swell in front of me. | nibble it lightly with my teeth. 

"Stop teasing," he hisses, pulling my hair tight at the back of my neck. 

| tug the waistband down and slide my tongue from the base up to the tip like a flesh ice cream cone before | 
bring him in. His hands are clenching my hair tighter and tighter and it's starting to hurt. | try to focus on the 
smell of him and the sweet saltiness that is now becoming familiar to me once again. 

"So, did you suck Junior's dick like this too?" 

| look up at him and now he's staring down at me, his dark eyes blinking; emotionless, hallow. 

"What are you talking about?" | ask 

‘lm not fucking stupid. | have friends everywhere. You didn't think anyone would notice you talking to him?" 

| nervously giggle. The carpet under my knees is starting to make my skin hurt 


"I was just talking to him. | thought you guys were still friends." 


"No, we're not, but that's not the problem. You know this game isn't fun for me if you're going to run around 


and whore yourself out to everyone, especially my former band mates." 

| spat, "Whore myself?" 

When | try to stand up, he firmly pushes my shoulders back down. 

"Dave, | had a drink with him. That's it" 

'Lies..all you bitches lie. Sometimes | think you honestly want me to punish you." 
"Punish?" | ask swallowing down the knot in my throat. 

"Maybe some discipline will do you good..show you who's boss." 


He pulls me up by my shoulders and up on to my tip-toes. | notice a mischievous twinkle in his eye and that 
the corners of his mouth are slightly upturned. He's kidding with me. This must be one of Dave's games. 


"So, are you going to spank me or what?" | smile, biting his chin 

"Damn right | am." 

As | move to put my mouth on his, he grabs my neck and spins me around. 

"Get over there and pull your dress up." 

He pushes me towards the mixing board and | slightly bend against it with the force of the contact. | brace 
one hand on it and use the other to hike up my dress. | do it slowly, eyeing him over my shoulder with a smile. 
| know he enjoys watching me do it. | notice him move out of site and directly behind me. 

"You think I'm playing with you? l'm not! Get that dress up and pull those fucking panties of fl" 

My heart begins to race and | can feel my body starting to tremble. | don't want him to hurt me. | thought he 
wanted to fuck me, not beat the shit out of me. Quickly, | do what he says. When my panties are halfway 
down my thighs he grabs a hold of them with his fists and rips them off. | can hear the metal of his buckle 
clinking together and | realize he's sliding it out of his belt loops. 

"Dave, don't. Please don't." 

"Shut up." 

When he places the belt to the side of me on the mixing board, | relax a little. That's when his hand comes 
down on one of my cheeks, causing a ripple effect of pain through my body. | would have never thought a 
hand could hurt that bad, but it does. Then he brings it down on me again. A little yelp escapes my throat. 
"How does that feel?" he sneers. "Have you learned your lesson?" 

| nod my head and try to get a look at him but he moves behind me. His hand starts rubbing the stinging skin 
"You're getting pink," he chuckles. "My guess is you're not used to this.’ 


"Dave, | don't want-" 


"Shut the fuck up! This is about what | want, not what you want. Haven't you gotten it through that thick 


blonde head of yours yet? The choice is mine. It stops when | want it to." 


He pushes my shoulder so that the mixing knobs are pressing into the skin of my chest, and then | feel his 


hand come down on me once more. 


"Your ass is so beautiful, all pink and glowing like that. It makes me want to spank you more." 


| try to take a breath, but | can only get in a little at a time. If he would only let me off of these knobs- 
‘spat 

Once again | cry out. Again he rubs the area, petting it, loving it. | feel a brush of denim against me. 
‘spat 

"Ow!" 


| don't know how much more | can take. | hope he gets tired of this soon. I'm not into pain. Now if he wants me 


to spank him, thats another story.. 
"Dave, you're hurting me," | whimper, blowing strands of hair from my face. 


| feel him moving around. A breeze of air conditioning hits my backside and | realize he's on his knees behind 


me. 
"Maybe a kiss will make it feel better.” 

His hands grip my waist and | feel the light sensation of his lips and tongue on my cheek, tasting what is 
probably the print he left behind His hands rub up and down my legs and up to the crease between my ass 
and legs and | feel him parting me and pushing his tongue there. My body floods with heat each time he licks. 
The room is silent except for the sound of my breath forcing out onto the mixing board, and the sound of his 
tongue lapping at my moistening, tingling flesh. | feel my legs tremble beneath his hands and the fingers that 
are pressing into my skin. The rising up is beginning, the sensation of a wave building to a crest. With each 


touch of his tongue to me, | get closer, tenser, more rigid in my skin. Bird like chirps escape from my throat. 


"Did you think it was going to be that easy?" he asks standing, leaving the wave of my release in midair. "Only 
good girls get their candy. Bad girls get the belt." 


| look to the side and see him remove the belt from the mixing board. | start to stand up and protest but he 


pushes me back down. 
"The more you fight, the harder it's going to be," he chides, snapping the belt in his hands. 
"Dave, please-" 


His lips are against my ear. "I love to hear you beg. Do it. God, you've got me so hard right now. | want to fuck 


that beautiful red ass of yours." 


"No Dave, please-" 
"Are you scared?" 

He laces the belt in between my arms and chest, pulling me up against him. 

"You should be 

With one hand, he holds the belt tight. With the other he pulls the zipper of my dress down 
"The room is completely soundproof. No one can hear you scream but me..and | like it" 


With that, he removes the belt and pulls my dress from the shoulders down, falling to a puddle at my feet. | 


am now completely naked and scared to death 
"| think there is something else | want you to do for me" 
"Oh god, Dave, what?" 

"Show me" 

"Show you what?" 


He presses against me from behind, bending me once more against the mixing board pegs. His hand reaches up, 


taking mine and placing it between my legs. 

‘| want you to make yourself come." 

"Dave, |-" 

"No excuses! Just fucking do it or you'll get this belt across your ass!" 

He lifts off me and backs away. | can hear the sound of his body falling into the stiff leather of the couch. 
"Don't make me wait, and don't fake it either. | can tell." 


| lift myself up on one elbow, keeping the other arm pushed between my legs. | slip a finger back and forth 
over the seam of skin, parting it. 


"Oh, fuck yeah, that's beautiful." 


Lifting my head, | shake the hair from my face. That's when | see his reflection in the soundproof glass in 
front of me. He's leaned back with his legs pushed out into a V. He's slowly stroking his cock in the same 


rhythm that | move the finger over my labia and clit. | test him by moving it faster and then slower. He's 


mirroring me. 

"Push it in," he growls. When | hesitate, he picks up the belt lying next to him. "Do it!" 

| bend in closer to the mixing board, and slide my finger inside. Despite the fact that | hate him for making me 
masturbate in front of him, | want him more than ever. | just want him to touch me, even if it has to be with 
that damn belt. | try to bring forth the waves but they won't come for me. | need him to do it. | need him to 

touch me and | don't care how. God, this is making me crazy. 

| take a deep breath, pull my hand away, and stand up. 

"What the fuck are you doing?" 

| turn to face him. 


"Turn your ass back around now!" 


| shake my head. My lips are starting to tremble. My nails clench the end of the mixing board table. When he 
slaps the belt on the seat next to him, | flinch. 


"Don't make me come over there." 


That's the idea. | want to make him come over here. | read somewhere once that sexual arousal raises your 
threshold of pain. If that's the case, he can come over here and pound me into pulp. I'm so wet right now | can 
feel it on my thighs. My skin is aching to be touched, by lips, by tongue, by fingers, by his cock or by his belt, 
| don't care. If he insists on touching me with that belt, | can take it. | actually want it. 


He lunges at me from the couch and swirls me around to face the mixing board. When he pushes me down, 
this time he leaves his hand on the back of my neck and | feel the strap come across both my cheeks. It 
hurts. It hurts bad, but the vibrations it sends through my body also go between my legs making me hotter, 
wetter. 

| guess you'd rather have your ass tanned than do something to please me, huh?" 

He continues bringing the strap down on me and | can hear it whistle through the air each time it does. With 
each lash, my cries get louder. | can't stop myself as my hand goes back between my legs and begins running 
the finger back and forth. 

"You nasty little bitch, you like me to beat you, don't you?" 


| bury my face into the elbow of the arm | crooked in front of me, hoping he won't make me wait any longer. 


"That's so fucking hot. Oh god | want you." 


| feel his hand bumping around the back of my thighs and then | feel his cock go inside me. My body locks onto 
him like a vise. Each time he pulls back | can feel the ridge of his head thump at my opening. He puts a fist 
into my hair and bends my head back. | can see him in the reflection again and his eyes are fixated on my ass, 
his teeth are gritting and his lip is curled back. His body slams up against me and his hand is on the red part 


of my ass, slapping it some more. As the waves crash, | scream out, over and over. 

| see in the reflection that he's been taken in by my tidal wave. His eyes have clenched shut and his mouth is 
pulled back, forcing out a guttural, animal like growl and then he slumps over on me. After a few deep breaths, 
he starts rubbing that cheek again and then slaps it hard. This time, it just hurts. 

"Don't!" 


"Well, aren't you the lucky girl. You got the belt and your candy." 


| smile inside because | got my candy yesterday and today, only yesterday it was Junior's Mints.. 


